368          A LIFE OF FKANCIS PARKMAN
The music of the groaning ice,
The howling of the wind: While high among the snowy trees
Swirls up the roaring blaze, And the bright swarm of dancing sparks
Far in the darkness plays. I lie and watch them wandering,
And gleaming wide and bright, Like fire-flies by the orchard side,
On some soft summer night. But how the blasts sweep moaning
O'er the solid lake below. And scatter in the bright moonbeams
The glistening flakes of snow 1 And in the tortured forest
The pine-trees tough and old Crack sharply with a sudden sound,
As if rent with the biting cold. Woe to the wretch who wanders lost
Tn the drear wood to-night 1 Like the sculptor's chiselled marble
He '11 be ere morning light.
But the fierce heats of August,
The pale sun's noontide blaze, When, each hot mountain slumbers
Dim in the sultry haze 1 No song of bird, no rustling leaf,
No stirring of the bree/^e; Nought but the drowsy hum of gnats,
Beneath the withering trees 1 With the red sun's glare, the breathless air,
And the faint and pale-blue sky, With the sleeping flood, and drooping wood,
The heart sinks languidly. On yonder rich and verdant shore,
Where the swelling forests spread, Glistening beneath the fiery rays
On the shrinking foliage shed,